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The World is Ugly 


Author's Notes: 
This can be taken as slash or not. It is set in erly Revenge era. 


It was a show, a good show even somewhere in Connecticut, in a small hick town where he didn't expect 3 kids 
to know his band's name let alone the words to his songs. But he was proven wrong. There was a decent turn 
out and good energy in the crowd of about 500 kids in black singing along and jumping. But there was always 
that one kid who put their heart and soul into singing along, not caring who was watching or what anyone else 
was thinking. It was always that kid singing with that passion that made Gerard question if he should be the 


one on stage. 


Tonight it was a young girl. She was dressed just the same as every other kid there. In all black, tri-colored 
hair, converses, too much eye liner, just another "outcast". But she knew every word and sang to the top of 
her lungs. 


What he didn't know was the first album had been her favorite. She liked the chaos and the un-organization. 
The haywire guitar chords the drum beat that over powered the vocals. That's why she was here tonight. She 


was running away. Because she wasn't an outcast at all she was exactly what she was supposed to be, to 
everybody except her. She did as she was told she didn't break rules or disrupt the flow, of anything, ever. 
She swallowed everything whole she didn't question she didn't back talk; she took it all with a smile and a kind 


word. On the outside. Inside that girl was just as haywire as the first album. 


Geared watched her all night. She didn't miss a beat. She was socked in sweat and her eye liner was smudged, 
but she didn't quit, she didn't falter. He wanted to be like the girl he saw. That fearless, that young and free. It 
made him scream the lyrics for what he was feeling inside when he wrote them. But he was feeling something 
different now. 


He glanced to the man playing to his right. That man was playing with the same energy the young girl had. It 
was passion. Although he couldn't have named the thing that gave the girl her motivation, because he didn't 
know her, he did know the man slamming chords standing next to him and he knew what gave him his 
motivation. It was responsibility. Responsibility to the band, to Gerard himself. A responsibility to the Music. 
Frank didn't have the heart to quit. On anything. 


Frank had said a long time ago he was going to give this all he had. And he did every night on stage. In the 
studio, on the bus, to the band. He had lost more sleep to this band, and these people, than he cared to think 
about. The words "this band" said so much more to him than they would to anyone else. They meant Music, 
the men in the band, and the spirit of what the band and Music meant to each one of his band mates. He knew 
some were standing up here tonight because they had nothing better to do with their lives and some were 
here because they really loved music, but of course like in all things beautiful, there was one here because he 
was a lost and tortured soul, mainly from his own demons. He looked to his left and Gerard was singing from 
the bottom of his heart, with a passion Frank hadn't seen in a long time. Most of that sleep he had lost was 
due to Gerard. He was the genius behind the madness so to speak. But he was the madness. He had a way of 
getting into his own head. His own self-doubt could make a negative thought appear out of butterflies and 
daisies, and it would be a set in stone fact before the others realized it had ever even been a thought. But 
Frank, the band, every kid who had ever felt a spark inside from listening to their songs needed Gerard. And 
the Music, especially the Music. That's why Frank would play, scream, and lose sleep. He couldn't quit, it wasn't 
in him. 


They were half way through Early Sunsets over Monroeville, and the girl in the front row was still jumping, 
she hadn't slowed or missed a word. But there was tears flooding down her cheeks. Not tears of joy, or 
sadness, or pain, or anger. They were tears that came from that place deeper than all those emotions. That 


place that just breaks after a while from one not letting those emotions run their course. 


Gerard couldn't take it anymore. "You, in the front” He pointed directly at the girl. "Do you want to get up 
here and show these people the heart they are missing?" The words had escaped him before he had even 


thought them. 


She made her way around the barrier, not rushed and not excited, but dutiful. Gerard reached down and took 
her hand and helped her on stage. She sang the song with the same fire she had had in the crowd. She had 
brought that something to the stage that couldn't be faked. And everyone in the room could feel it. 


But before the song was over she just stopped. Stopped singing, stopped moving. She just stared. Then she 
spoke in a strange soft and breathless voice. "l'm done. | won't be your savior anymore. | can't take living in 


your box. | won't hold you up anymore. You came with me but I'm going home alone." 


Then she did it in true Rock Star fashion, she stood up straight and tall, extended her arm all the way out and 
dropped the mic and walked off stage to the back. It made a loud bang and a squealing noise with a few little 
pops as Ray's guitar hummed as he was the last one to stop playing. 


Geared looked to the place where the girl had been looking. There, mouth agape, heartbreak etched onto her 
face, was another young girl. He didn't know the story between the two of them. But when the girl had spoken 
he didn't hear her soft voice. He had heard Frank's. He knew it was only a matter of time before the same 


words were said to him if he didn't stop pushing him away. 


Geared picked up the mic, and again spoke to one girl. "Is she with you?" 
She nodded. 


"Then you better get up here and go after her." That girl mounted the stage much the same as the one 
before her but with shock and hurt in her face. "Its not my business but you don't want to let one like that 
go, she has heart, and that's the only thing that will save any of us. That's the only beautiful thing left in this 
ugly world of ours." His eyes drug themselves to Frank without his permission as he said the last words. 
Frank's expression was that hard unfelling look that told Gerard his inside walls that were holding him up were 
almost to the same point as the girl. Breaking point. "Trust me | know." He said and the second girl ran off 


after the first one. 
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That night's show had ended with no more interruptions and now they were piling back onto the bus. Everyone 
was acting as though they had forgotten the girl who had shown them so much heart. Frank went straight 
back to the small studio room in the back of the bus. Geared followed while ever one else started winding 


down. 


Geared stepped through the curtained door and saw Frank's head bent over a guitar he was strumming with 


no amp or tune. 
"Hey." Geared said quietly. Frank lifted his head and mumbled, "Hey" back. 


Geared let out a sigh and looked at the room. Too much had been said for them tonight and he had to get 


caught up but had no idea where to begin. "She sure was something wasn't she?" He said with a smile. 


Frank strummed once, sat the guitar against the wall and sighed. "She must have really done something to you; 


| haven't seen you sing like that in ages." He said. 


"She did. | wish | still had that fire. | did when | wrote it but, things have changed, we've all changed. I've lost it; 


| don't deserve to be up there." 


"But the songs are still the same, Geared. They still say what you felt then, and they still mean something to 
these kids. Tonight proves it" Frank said. He was getting a little frustrated and impatient. He knew where this 


was going. He could shake Geared sometimes, like now. 


Geared resigned to sitting on the loveseat, and huffed. "I know, but l'm just not sure l'm the one who should be 
saying those words to those kids. Like that girl tonight, she sang that song from the place | wrote it. And how 


can that be when | was the one who created it?" 


"You know our songs, your songs, mean something a little different to every one of the people in that room 
tonight. If it's not what you feel anymore then just write something new." He knew this part was coming. The 
part Gerard couldn't argue with. Gerard had been dabbling in drugs and booze since the band began but it had 


gotten to a point where his own mind was holding him hostage. 


"You know | can't do that. It's not that simple." Geared said, he was hurt. After all this time didn't Frank know 
he had tried to escape, but he couldn't. Drugs made him who he was they made things easier, better even. He 


was an addict. 


Frank got up quickly and sat beside his Lost Soul. "Geared, don't you know we are right here to help you? | am 
right here. I'm not going to let you go. | have never quit on you and | never will. But you owe me one good 
honest try. I'm not going to let you be lost forever. You are the one supposed to sing those songs, and lead 
this band. You are the heartbeat. You can't leave us, or we'll die, be lost to oblivion forever. Is that what you 
want? | won't quit, but | need you to give me just a glimmer of hope, just a thread to hang onto. | can save 
you but only if that's what you want" Frank gripped Geared's hands and forced eye contact. "Is that what you 
want? Are you going to try?" 


Geared was tearing up. Frank had just said the cold hard truth that everyone had tiptoed around for too long. 
All he needed was a hand to hold to keep him from floating away, to give it a try and who's better hand to 
hold? "I will try." 


RK 


Needless to say that was another sleepless night. And not the last. But Geared wasn't lost and neither was the 
Music. 


